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      I stand up at the knocking sound on the wall. Grayson, a fellow Guardian, is standing in the doorway looking at me with a smug look on his face. He crosses his arms over his chest. "The Pres wants to see you."

      "Fuck," I mutter. The last few weeks have been tense. Our club moved from Texas to this small town called Whiskey Run. We've been working hard trying to get everything in place, but tensions have been high. "What's he want?" I ask as I wipe my hands off on the rag hanging from my pocket.

      Grayson just shrugs his shoulders. "I don't know. Did you fuck up or something?"

      I think back to the last few days. Pres had warned us to lay low since we got here, and I've done exactly that. I haven't even visited the bar in town. As a matter of fact, the only thing I do when I leave the compound is go downtown to the Sugar Glaze Bakery. The other guys go for the pastries, but I go for Tara. I take a deep breath and shove past Grayson. "I guess I better go see what he wants. I'll be back."

      I walk down the hallway and realize that Grayson is right behind me. I look over my shoulder. "What are you doing?"

      Grayson just laughs. "There's no way I'm going to miss you getting an ass chewing." I flip him the bird and keep walking to the other side of the building where Pres' office and conference room is set up. I take a deep breath and knock on the open door. "Hey, Pres. You wanted to see me?"

      "Get your ass in here."

      I walk through the door, and Pres is standing next to his desk, his arms crossed over his chest. "Sit your ass down."

      I do as he says. There's not a lot of people that I let tell me what to do, but Pres is one of them, mostly because I respect him. I sit down in the chair and wait. I know how Pres is when he gets into these moods; it's better to just wait it out and listen. He moves around to the other side of his desk and leans across it, his arms firmly planted on the desk that is now in front of him. "You got something you need to tell me?"

      I think about it before I respond. But honestly, I wasn't lying to Grayson. I've kept my ass out of trouble since we got out to Whiskey Run, mostly because I've spent my time chasing Tara. "No, sir," I answer.

      He nods like he expected me to answer that way. "Okay. Do you remember when we had church in Texas? What was said before we left there?"

      I think back to the meeting where it was announced we were all moving to Tennessee. Some of the members, and definitely the prospects, were surprised by it, but I wasn't. I've been a part of the club for a while now, and I've learned to not let anything surprise me.

      "Yeah, Pres. I remember the meeting," I answer.

      He nods. "All right. Well then, you remember my one rule for when we got here."

      Finally, it's starting to click. I'm starting to understand what's happening. "We were to lay low when we got here, stay out of trouble."

      He bangs his hand on the desk and stands up to his full 6'4” height. "That's right. That's exactly right. But for some fucking reason, you guys can't listen to what I say."

      I shake my head. "Pres, we haven't done⁠—"

      But he interrupts me and doesn't let me get the rest out. He points at me. "Do you think laying low is taking ten bikers through downtown Whiskey Run and invading a bakery? Huh, Jason, is that what you’d consider laying low?"

      I sit up straighter in the chair. "We didn't invade anything. We paid for what we ordered, and I think those girls are happy to see us. We probably brought them more business than they've had in a long time."

      Pres rolls his eyes and mutters, "Are you kidding me right now? Have you looked at you guys? Have you looked at yourselves? Do you think we fit in here at Whiskey Run?"

      The question only infuriates me. I'm used to being an outcast. Hell, I've been one my whole entire life, but that doesn't mean that I'm going to hide from society or that I'm going to stand by so some other motherfucker will find the value in Tara. No, there's no way I'm going to stand by and let her date another man.

      I grit my teeth and try to keep myself calm. "No, sir. I don't think that we fit in here in Whiskey Run, but I don't know what you were expecting when you moved 20 bikers—a motorcycle club—from Texas to the smallest town in Tennessee. You think people weren't going to notice?"

      Pres blinks in surprise. No doubt I've caught him off guard by talking back. I don't think I've ever done that before. Hell, I know I haven't.

      Pres stares back at me. "Quit going to the bakery."

      Damn, here we go. "This is one order that I can't follow. Respectfully, Pres, I have to say no."

      "No?" He rages, "You little fucker. Are you telling me no?" Under normal circumstances, I would probably laugh that Pres is calling me little. I may be quite a bit younger than him, but I am bigger. Truth is, I could probably take him if I had to, not that I ever would.

      "Sir, the club is going because of the pastries. I'm going for a different reason."

      He stares at me with his brows furrowed. "A woman," he huffs. I only nod. I know Pres' attitude toward women right now is not the best. It hasn't been for a while since he caught his old lady with another man. Pres puts his hands on his hips. "Are you telling me you're going there for pussy?"

      My jaw cracks as I try to refrain from saying what I want to say to him. I spit the words at him. "Don't call her that. This one is different."

      Pres laughs a big belly laugh. "Right. I bet she is."

      I stand up from my seat and fist my hands at my sides. "Pres, I have done everything you've ever asked of me. You told me to pick up, leave my life in Texas, and come to Tennessee, I did it. I followed you here, and I will do whatever needs to be done. But this is one thing that is for me, and there's nothing I'm going to let come between me and her."

      He shakes his head in disbelief. "We've only been here a few weeks."

      I nod and interrupt him. "I know that, but I'm telling you what I know. She is the one for me."

      He moves around the desk and comes toward me, only stopping inches away. "Are you telling me that she comes before the club?"

      I shrug my shoulders. "Don't ask me to make that choice, Pres. You won't like my decision."

      His eyes widen. I know he's pissed. His nostrils are flaring as he's breathing down over me. "It's like that, is it?"

      I nod, staring at him, wanting him to know how serious I am. "It's exactly like that."

      "Fuck," Pres curses and turns around to go back behind his desk. "Fine. You go into town, don't take everyone with you. We don't need a swarm of bikers every day in downtown Whiskey Run with all the locals gawking at us. You want to go see your woman? You go on your own, or take one other person with you. I don't want the whole crew going anymore."

      "You got it, Pres. Anything else?"

      He just shakes his head, and I get out of his office while the getting is good. It's not until I'm out and Grayson is standing around the corner that I let out a deep breath like the weight of the world was just taken off my shoulders.

      Grayson hits me in the back. "You just stood up to the Pres and lived to talk about it."

      I take my hand and rub at the base of my neck. "Trust me. I'm well aware."
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      “Hey, Jason.” I hear Emery's voice over the loudness of the restaurant. I'm cleaning off a table that was just vacated, and I look up at the door to the bakery. Jason is walking in, and I can feel butterflies in my stomach just looking at him. He's tall and lean. It's obvious that he works out. He spots me almost instantly, and even from across the room, I can feel his brown eyes as if they're piercing me. He has on that same sleeveless vest that has a patch on the front with his name, and without him even turning, I know exactly what it says on the back—Guardians MC.

      No one is as shocked as I am that a motorcycle club has decided to take up residence in Whiskey Run. It doesn't make sense to me, just like I'm sure it doesn't make sense to the rest of the community. "Hey, Emery," Jason says back to my boss as he walks past her.

      I resist rolling my eyes. I'm not jealous. I mean, I know I shouldn't be. Emery is happily married to Nash. I grab up the tray of dirty dishes and walk to the back of the bakery and set them in the sink. I try to pull myself together when I come back out front.

      Jason is standing at the counter. He looks me up and down, and when his eyes go back to mine, he smiles at me with a smirk. "How're you doing today, Mama?"

      I look around the café, and Maggie Richard looks at Jason with disgust. She's like the town gossip, and there's no doubt it will be all over Whiskey Run by morning. I lean in and whisper loudly to him, "Don't call me that."

      I don't wait for him to say anything. I get out a slice of strawberry pie and slide it across the top of the glass to him. I know what he’s going to get without him even saying it.

      He reaches for it, and I pull back quickly, not wanting our fingers to touch. Jason has been coming in here for weeks now, flirting with me every time he sees me. I've resisted every time, but I have to admit he's breaking down my defenses. "Where's everybody else at?" I ask.

      He takes a bite of his pie, chews, and swallows. "Surely you're not hoping to see another biker. I'm it today, Mama."

      I roll my eyes and let out a big huff of frustration. "Will you please quit calling me that? I'm not a mom, your mom, or anyone’s mom."

      He lets out a small chuckle as he takes another bite of the strawberry pie. He moans and points at it with his fork. "Man, this is the best pie I've eaten." He leans across the counter and covers my hand with his. "And the reason I call you Mama is because you're going to be the mom to my kids one day. So I'm just testing it out."

      I suck in a breath and go hot all over. I know it's a joke. Heck, it's ridiculous for him to even say seeing as how we haven’t known each other long, but it still causes a pull in my lower belly. I blink at him. "You shouldn't say things like that to me."

      He eats the last bite of pie and lays the empty plate on the counter with a crisp $20 bill. I grab up the money and go to the register, and he follows me down to the other end. I push in the buttons and get his change out and try to hand it to him, but instead of taking it, he wraps my hand around it. "Keep it. That's for you."
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